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One More Night 


Stone had the fridge door open, eyes scanning the sparse contents inside. It was well after midnight, but he 
was in the throes of a wicked bout of insomnia. Now, he was just looking for a snack. He considered a late night 
run. He'd done that before to get over the insomnia. If it worked for his dad, it was good enough for him. 
Except tonight, it was raining hard and he didn't feel like dealing with it. He was reaching for a bottle of beer 


when the phone on the counter started to ring. 


Normally, he'd bitch a person out for calling so late but Stone was actually kind of thankful. He didn't recognize 
the number but answered anyway. "Hello?" 


Silence. 
"Hello?" 
"Uh." 


"Who's this?" 


"Oh, it's, uh, it's Jer. Jerry." 

"Jerry?" Stone set the beer down and leaned his back against the counter. 
"Yeah." 

"You okay? Where are you?" 

"Um, at home. Home." 

"Oh, okay. What's wrong?" 

"Looking for Mike." 


Stone couldn't get a read on Jerry from the quiet, clipped tone of his voice but he was fairly certain 
something wasn't right. "Did you try his phone?" 


"Not answering.” 

‘Oh. Um, maybe he's asleep." 

"Said | could call anytime. | | need .." 

And then it clicked for Stone. "Oh! Oh, is he your -" 

"Sponsor." 

Stone had to think quick. He guessed that Jerry was thinking of drinking if he was trying to get in touch with 
Mike so late at night. He knew that sobriety was new to Jerry. "Hey, you wanna come over here? You could 
wait with me until you get ahold of him" 

There was a long silence on the other end of the line. 

"Jer?" 

"Yeah. Okay. What's your address again?" 

Stone knew Jerry had never been to his house before. "It's eighteen twenty-two Northeast Ravenna" 
"Okay." 


"You'll." Stone cringed as he asked, "you'll come directly here, right?" 


He could hear the smirk in Jerry's voice. "Yes, Stone." 

"Okay. Good." 

He ran around the small house, throwing dirty clothes in his closet and shoving all the dirty dishes into the 
dishwasher. Then Stone's eyes settled on the beer on the counter. He quickly opened it and poured it down the 
drain. He did the same with the rest of the twelve-pack he just picked up yesterday and then Stone took the 
bottles out to the recycle bin Returning to the kitchen, he remembered the bottle of gin he threw in a 
cupboard after a party a few months ago. He promptly emptied that as well. There was some weed in his 


bedroom, in a box in the back of a drawer, but he figured that was probably okay. 


A large SUV pulled up in front of the house. Stone opened the door and stepped out, onto the porch. As Jerry 
slowly approached, Stone lifted a hand in greeting. 


Hey’ 
No reason for this to be awkward. None at all, he thought as he looked the other man over. Jerry paid no 
mind to the rain. He wore jeans and a black hoodie underneath a leather jacket. The hood was up, over his head, 
and his long blonde hair tumbled out against his shoulders, getting wet with rain 

"Hey. Thanks," he said when he finally stepped up, under the eave of the porch. 

"No worries. Come on in" Stone followed Jerry into the house. "Can | get you a drink or something?" 

The blonde looked at him. 

Stone rolled his eyes. "I mean a Coke or water or something" 

"No, thanks: 

"Well, uh, have a seat" 

Jerry took his jacket off and pushed the hood down as he settled onto the couch. Stone sat in a nearby chair. 
"| didn't know that Mike was, uh, your -you know.. " 

"Sponsor. You can say it" 

"| know. I'm sorry. So, um, anything | can do since you can't reach him?" 


"You mean why did | need to reach him?" 


"No, | mean let me try to help." Stone was ruffled. Jerry was always difficult. He watched the other man start 


to fidget and glance at the door. 

"| dont think | can" 

"Try me. You came all the way over here. 

"Stone, you and | have „history. And Im not -l can't open up. Not to you" 


"Why not?" It came out before he could stop himself. So what if they had history. That was a long, long time 


ago. "Jerry, it was one time a million years ago. So what?" 

‘It was twice twelve years ago." 

Stone grinned. Interesting that Jerry corrected him. 

"Don't smile like that." 

He laughed under his breath. "Okay, okay. So you don't want to talk. We can watch TV or something. | got a 
couple DVDs that | should have returned last week. Where are they?" He got up and started rifling through a 
stack of stuff on the hall table. 

"I think I'm gonna go. It's fine. lim fine." 

Stone wheeled around with two Blockbuster boxes in one hand. "No! Look, | found them." 

"Stone —! 

"Sit down." 

"Stone, it's fine." 

He gave Jerry his best stern glare. Eyes wide, nostrils flared, jaw set. "Sit. Down" 

The blonde sighed and rolled his eyes but he sat back down 

Stone held up each DVD. "Pick one. The Holy Grail or Spaceballs." 

‘Oh, my god," Jerry groaned. 


"Pick one, Cantrell." 


"I hate you for this. Spaceballs.’ 


Stone grinned. "| was hoping you'd pick that one." He slid the disc into the DVD player and hit play. "I'm going to 


make popcorn. Do not leave." 
He was certain Jerry considered it, but Stone was glad to see him watching the previews when he returned 
with a bowl of microwave popcorn and two cans of Coke. He sat down beside Jerry and put the bowl on the 


coffee table. 


They watched in silence for quite a long time with only the sound of an occasional chuckle (mostly Stone's) and 


the crunch of popcorn breaking the silence. 
"| gotta take a piss," Jerry said, setting down his empty Coke can, 
Without taking his eyes off the screen, Stone pointed toward the staircase. "First door on the left." 


He didn't realize how long Jerry was gone until the movie credits rolled Stone turned the TV off and hurried 


upstairs. The bathroom door was open. No Jerry. 


"Jerry?" Stone checked the guest bedroom. "Hey, Jer?" He flicked on the light in his bedroom and found the 


blonde face down on his bed. "Jerry!" 

Stone panicked and flew to the bed, yanking Jerry over, onto his back 

"The fuck?" Jerry groaned as he shielded his eyes from the overhead light 
"What are you doing?" 

"| fell asleep. Jesus” 

Stone yelled at him, "I thought you were fucking dead!" 

"Im not" 


"I know that now." Stone huffed and settled back, taking his glasses off and rubbing his eyes. "You fucking 


scared mel" 
"Sorry," Jerry muttered as he shifted to sit up. 


"Look, obviously there's something on your mind tonight. You can talk to me. That stuff between us is ancient 


history." 


Jerry made a noise that Stone couldn't interpret. And then, very quietly, he said, "Tonight's the first time I've 


fallen asleep in three days." 


"Insomnia" 

"Yeah." 

"| get it, too, sometimes." 

| want to go to sleep. My body is in agreement .." 
"But your brain," Stone added. 

"Yeah. My fucking brain has other plans." 
Stone smiled and nodded. 

"How long was | out?" 

"Only half an hour or so." 

"Oh. | used to drink until | passed out to fix it" 
"d go for a run or a bike ride." 

"My way was more fun" 

Stone laughed. "You're probably right" 


After a moment, Jerry asked, "Do you think | could stay?" 


Stone studied his face. Jerry's voice was finally revealing how tired and broken he was. "Yeah, of course. I'll see 


if | can get some sleep in the guest room." 


"Wait," Jerry grabbed his wrist. "They say l'm not supposed to ask this. At least, not in the beginning, but 


„stay with me?" 


Stone's heart started to beat faster. On one hand, it was breaking for Jerry. On the other hand, he couldn't 


believe what he was hearing. Was Jerry asking Stone to .. "Jerry, we cant" 
| know! | didn't mean you know what? It's fine. Forget it" 
He hated that he caused Jerry's walls to snap right back into place. His classic defense mechanism was to 


smile and pretend everything was fine, but Stone knew better. He was granted just enough glimpses into 
Jerry's broken soul to know that the man was in pain “Its okay, Jerry. I'll stay." 


Just like that, the walls crumbled. Jerry's defenses melted away and Stone ended up holding him and petting his 
hair until the blonde fell asleep again. Stone didn't sleep a wink that night but he found that he didn't care so 
much about himself. All that mattered now was that his friend had found sweet slumber and made it through 


another sober night. 


